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AT THE OPEN WINDOW.

BY WILL HUBRARD

EERNAN.

ALLING WATER is
the name of the most
picturesque spot in
theCumberland coun-
try of Tennessee. [t
7 = is sitnated s few miles
‘% south of Cookevills,

- places visited by tour-

—Zists who venture up

’ to that highland vil-

lage. Caney Fork, n tributary of the

Cumberland River, rises in the moun-

tains, and surges over the rocky ledges

o full hundred feet into the sequestered

vallay below. And it is this cataract
that 1s known as Falling Water.

The surrounding country is wild,
lonely, and romantie, and was a favor-
ite resort of the moonshiners, until the
United States revenue officers swept
down upon them, shooting a few of
them dead and sending many of them
to the penitentiary.

Not far from Falling Water is a
desp, precipitous ravine, the sides of
which ure covered with pines and an
impenotrable undergrowth of vines
and shrubbers. The density of the
faliage hides the Dottom of the
ravine from view, but if vou follow
8 dim bridle-path trending from
the road, you will find that it
leads to the door of an oid cabin sur-
rounded by a stake-and-rider fence,
half hidden by blackberry bushes,
sasanfrus, and weeds.

This cabin was the home of old Mel-
ton, & moonshiner, and his family, un-
til the spring of 1879,

The still was located within a stone's
throw of the house, between two gigan-
tie bowlders, and so cleverly was it
hidden by the rocky walls that towered
up on thres sides of it, and so onr-
tained in was it on the remaining side
by the vines that fell in green festoons
from the gray ledges of free-stone
sbove, that the old moeonshiner felt
himself perfectly safe from the prying
eyes of both officers and informers.

One evening about dark.asold Melton
sut in the gulf-.-r_v of lns eabin, drawing
consolation alternately from a stons
jug and & corn-cob pipe, he was salutad
by a young man on horseback, who had
ridden up from the right and whose
face betrayed an expression of keen
annoyance.

“Hello!” oried the horseman, draw-
ing rein, “can you tell me how far it is
to Cookeville?™

“'Bout fo' miles, stranger,” replied
Mellon, rising to his feet and slouchi
forward. “Hev yo'lost ver bearin's ?°

“Yes: went down to old Davenant's
to collect a bill this morning snd x4

“Loog Jack Davenant's, s "

zll'es:“up at the head of Caney Fork,

and——
“Why didn't yo' tnmn to the left when
¥0' oame to Squar Mills’ place ?*
“I did; but I took 'the wrong road
out in that confounded flat woods.™
“Jeuso, jesso! Been thar myself!
"Tis & puzele to a stranger. An’ what
ghell 1 call yer name #*
“Wilford—Harry Wilford.”
“ Any relation t’ the Wilfords down t'
Smith's Fork ?”
“No; my home is in Nashville Am
& professional man there. Had tolook
s farm of wine down in DeRalb
County, and so I concluded to ride up
hare and collect & bill from old Dav-
enant before I went back to Lebanon.
The old man wasn't at home, though.
By the way, conld I find a place here
or hareabout to stayall night? It will
:liﬂin long before 1 ean reach Cooke
&.”
°1 duono, P'rsps Henry Q. conld
keep yo'.”
“Who is Henry Q., and where does
he reside ¥
“Henry Q. Clark, yo' know. Lives
;l:::lt & quarter ont on the Cﬂei:l‘l:
yander,” pointing to ¢
“Henry Q.'s rich—Henry Q.is. His
must ‘s’ cost a cool five hundred.
Jest foller thet—=
A blinding fiash, & thunder-peal and

W much # offer, but
sech ex we welcome to.”
Wilford threw
thomix:;msuylingm g
bounded gracefully over
the cabin. He was lhll.w-lcndﬂ.
handsome fellow, with blonde
Lair, a beardless face, and large, blue,

ter ach, T "low yo'd b ‘

. winning eyes, that sparkled with humor
- or seintillated with wrath according to

Mrs. Melton was sitting before the
huge fire-place, industriously dipping
snuff. She was a lank and angular
woman of forty, barefooted and dressed
in homespun. She rose as Wilford
came in, responding to his bow with a
queer littla bob of her head, and then
withdrew into the kitchen.

The room in which Wilford found
himself was large and trimly kept. A
bedstead stood in one corner, while a
row of rash-bottom chairs, a table and
s spinning-wheel completed the stock
of furniture. On the log walls of the
csbin were tacked a few unframed
photographs of family relations, while
on the mantel was a little mirror in a
pine-cone frame.

Mrs. Melton returned presently, and
began to spread the table for supper.
While bringing in the last dishes, a
large, bony, and sallow girl ran into
the room, her garments dripping with
rain and clinging close to her stalwart
frame.

“Whoop-ee! but wusn't I skeered!”
The lightnin’ struck s tree not—"

SBhe stopped short on seeing Wil-
ford, her eyes flashed with anger,
and she ran out of the room as un-
eceremoniously s she had come into it.

“Thet thar's my darter Nance,”™ re-
marked old Melton; “an’ she's the
smartest gal in these hyar mountings,
She wus sorter set back when she seed
yo', but she'll come in arter erwhile an’

day us & chune on the organette.
Nanee is & pow'ful hand at the organ-
ette, Nance 1s.”

“Supper's ready,” vounchsafed Mrs.
Meltan, in a high, eracked voice. “Sit
thar, stranger, an' reach fer yo'self”

Old Mslton bowed his head, said
grace with all the gravity of a minis-
ter, and then plunged headlong into a
diseussion of religion.

Melton drew a revolver, but, before
he could use it, Wilford wrested it
from his hand, and knocked him hesd-
lon%inta the shelter of the still.

“Ha!” eried Wilford, as a vivid flash
of lightning revealed the character of
his surronndings. “A moonshiner, I
see. Ithonght ss mnch,” and, taking
& pair of handenffs from his pocket.
he clasped them on the wrists of the
prostrate man.

“You will come with me,” he con-
tinned, dragging his prisoner into the
open air. “You will come with me.
I have been looking for this still of
vours sinee last December, but I
wouldn't have found it if yon hadn't
been the brute that vou are.”

Stunned, confused, the old man
staggered to his feet.

“What is hit, daddy? Why don't
¥o' speak ?"

It was the daughter who spoke—it
was the bruised snd bleeding danghter
who now flung her apron around the
old man, and kissed his wrinkled face.

“Hit's all np with we'nns, Nance,”
answered the old man in s husky voice.
“Hit's all up with we'una. This feller’s
a detective.”

“I knowed hit, daddy—I knowed hit.
He's been prowlin’ ‘round hyar all day.
I'd s-told yo', but I seed he hadn’t dis-
kivered the still, an" I didn't want his
blood on yo' hands, But,” and she
hissed the words throngh her set
teeth, “I'd a warned vo' when I went
home ef I'd & knowed Lit 'd come ter
this.”

The party went back to the cabin,
and at daybreak Wilford prepared to

*0AN YOU TELL ME HOW FAR IT 18 TO COOKEVILLE ™

“I blong to the Baptisses, I do.
Tilda—thet's my wife thar—she b'longs
to the Hardshell Baptisses, the no-
‘vountest church in these hyar moun-
tings. Nanee thar's been a threatnin'
ier jine the Methodisses, but if she do
1"l drub her till she cain't holler.™

The wife made no reply to the fling
at her faith, but Nance glared at her
father, and then, bringing her fist down
on the table so flercely that the dishes
danced, she eried:

“I'll jine—IM jine—I'll jine—T'l be
damned ef I don't jine!” and turning
over her chair she fled the room, bang-
ing the door behind her as she went.

Old Melton said nothing, but he
clinched his testh with an ominous sig-
nificance.

Supper over and the table cleared off,
the oﬁ{wman went to the kitchen door
snd ecalled for Nance.

“What do vo' want?” inquired the
girl.

“I want yo' to come an’ play us s
chune on the organette.”

*1 wont.”

L)

e ——

"THAOTTLING MELTOX, NE DAKHED HIX AGATNNT
THE BOCEY WALL"

*Yo' will.”

“I tell you, pop, I wont.”

“Yo' wuthless wench! TII larn ye
who's boss. I'll beat you till the hlood
runs down yer legs, so hep mel”
Ronning to » distant cormner of the
main room he caught u
hickory cane and hastened back to the
kitchen.

“Where's Nance?" he demanded of

“She done put out while yo' wus
lookin' fer yer stick.™ was the answer.

“The slut! Tl find her an' wallop
her like I would s dog.”

pened ihe door. “Stay, sir] Surely
o & . “Stay, sir
you wouldn't strike a tgmuf' 4

*I wonldn't, eh? Tl whip her like
a dog, I tell yo'. BSiand back!® and
tearing himself loose from the gmsp
of his guest, he rushed out into the
darkness and was swallowed up in the

ight.

uddenly s wild scream i

Wﬁwpﬂhﬂ Wﬂ
cRme,

&Wt of rain interrupted
“Wall, T say, Mr. Wilford, if thet
way

fﬁth: ther westher's er-gwine.|

rushed 2 the direction
" *Haip! help! help®

e T S

s gnarled |7

start with his prisoner for Cookeville.

They had proceeded less than
twenty yards from the door, when the
sharp report of a rifle was heard, and
Wilford reeled from his saddle—dead.

At the same moment the white, tense
desperate face of Nance vanished from
the open window.

—

Canght Napping.
Stranger—Beg pardon forinterrupt-
ing, but you probably noticed in the
papers this morning that Lord Nabob,
who ia on a visit to this county, met
with an sceident in the park yester-
day. He is a stranger here, and some
prominent citizen like vourself shonld
see that he receives proper satien-
tion.
Business Man (much flattered)—
Eenlly' I had not thonght mnech of it,
ut
Stranger—Yon probably noticed in
the paper. too, that six persons were
inju yesterdsy in a subway ex-
plosion.
“Why, yes. Were there any lords
among them? .
No telling. Two men
yesterday

“Possibly.
by electrio

were killed
wires.”

“I noticed that; bat -

“And s number of persous were run
over."”

“Yes, but the lord—"

*Ah, yes. The Lord wills, and we
must bow: but our fumilies shonld not
be forgoften, sir; and aus we are hoar-
Iy exposed to these dangers, I thonght
possibly you might wish to get in-
sured in the ‘Sure-Pop Life and Acci-
dent Company,” of which I am an
agent."—New York Weekly.

Was Wid Him.

An old negro who was sleeping slone
in a eabin was awakened by & noise in
the room, and striking & light, saw a
man attempting to open a drawer.

“Whut you doin' dar **

Th:d mi}rbﬂr. himself smn&gm. an-
swered: “Tryin' tor see w
in dis mrzw Jesas

'D.nr sin't nothin' yere dat longs ter
0Ou.

“Will long ter me when I gits my
han's on it.” g

“Look yere, generman, tell yon what
t[l'lz do. shoot oraps wid you right

ere,”

*“I'se wid you,” the robber answered.
“Fetch out yo' bones."—drkansagw
Traveler.

Rough on the Reef,
Builder—I want you to do some-
thing for me.
Frend—What is it?
“Yon see this bouseis almost finished,
usgtiixg shingling the roof.

per wasa“
nothin"" fe
who made up for

| penrat. ¥
' the building

his lackof knowl- | giuff beneath

the free

ing; if alive now,
he could not tell a foot-slug from a
colamn-rule. He was tall and exas-
peratingly lean, wore a pluog hat and &
sack coat, and prided him on doing
the drinkingof the establishment. But

he was a good man, for hg trusted me |

once, of which T shall tell.

One afterncon in June, when the

dark-green hills and shady valleys
looked unusually tempting and made
me long to be a fish, or & squirrel, or
a grasshopper, auything than s printer
at 210 a week, he came into the office,
stuck his elbow on a half galley of

small piea, and pied a stick-full of his |

leader, “The True BSolution of the

Negro Question.” I wet the matter

and began straightening 1t up. He
said:
“Say, Eph, I've got an idea.”

“If vou have you stole it,” said I to
myself; to him I answered:

“What is it 2" )

“You're a good printer snd can write
purty well. When I left town last
spring to keep way from the “ran’
jury, your work you done then was
well spoke of by the patrons of the
Eagle,

“Well, what's the idea?" I said, as I
distributed the pi.

“This new town ont here, where
they’ve put the cotton factory, need: a
paper. I've got more stuff here than I
want. S’pose vou take some of it, and
one of them presses, and give ‘'em one **

I went. Eegﬂnia was the name of
the place. It wasinthe woods, seventy-
five miles from n railroad. A holan
mile square had been cut in the forest,
and in it the town was buili. The
factory stood at one end, up to the
front of which ran two rows of red
hounses, beginning at the other end.
Around these were scattered the com-
mercial and social portions of the com-
munity, It was a wild bosiness ven-
ture, I thought, to start a factory
there, but I considered my own scheme
and said nothing.

The “city” was not incorporated, and
hilarious people had therefore a wide
field for the exercise of their predilec-
tion. The Border Senlimsl—that was
the name of my paper—did not assume
a pious role, but it oceasionally ad-
monishad the boys to keep their prae-
tical jokes for the wulgar multitude.
This admonition was first wrung from
me by the fact that one evening they
made s target of my signboard. They
laughed at my warning, and said some-
thing about dumping my old shop into
the road. On acertain Saturday when
they had been unusually atrocious they
wound up their entertainment by shoot-
ing an old negro’s munle and sending
me the ears. The next issne of the
Sentinel contained this paragraph:

Hank Best, Jin: Gosling, am! another mnis
become engagod in s personal altorestion in
front of Tube Canfield's saloon last Satuniay
evening. The troubls grow out of & wagor bo
twennt them ns to which conld bray the londest.
We could not get all the partioulars of Lhe
affair, but It secins that the other mule make
some funny remark about Hank and Jim and
got the lnugh on them withh the erowdl. They
Eal. mad. pulied their pops, and in less time thas

takies Lo tell b the poor other muole fell mor-
tally wonnded and disd ina few minutes. Hat
it soems that Hank and Jim lost eash an ear in
the fracas, for & friend of ours, who weht over
the ground soon after the fight, picked up two
sari—and thiy are bolh left ones, They are now
in our possssslon, and having been previously
=“well done” {n alechasl, there (% no need for us to
submit them to the preserving proovsa. If Jim
and Hank want thelr surs, they can geot them by
calling at our office.

Working in the spinning department
of the factory was a little red-headed
girl, with filbert-coloreéd eyes, and a

weach-blow complexion, partly hidden

neath a layer of brown freckles, I
boarded with her mother, who was a
widow, and fell in love with her—the
girl. Imean. One night I was “mak-
ing-up”—not to the girl but the forms,
at the oftice. The weather was clear
and cold, with starlight. Ihad justi-
fied the lnst column, and was washing
my hands, when there was a knock st
the door. I have as much grit as the
ordinary printer man, but that knock
scared me. The door was locked.
Pistol in hand, I walked to the front,
and, in the most composed wvoice I
conld assume, asked :

“Who's there ?”

“It's me.”

If a man loves & woman, her gram-
matical insccuracies are pleasing
eccentricities, When he hears them
at midnight, instead of the sssassin’s
whisper he is fearing, they are sweater
than musie. The voice was Ella’s—
that was her name. I laid down my
pistol, opened the door, snd took her

in my arms.

*0; ions, M#, Lester, do
you think 1 came all the way from
home this time of night to let you hug
me "

“No, Ella, but—"

I stopped shortgfor I saw she was

v nle.
mlt'a the mattor, Ella?" I asked.
“It's jes' this, Mr, Lester. Yon'rein
awful danger. Hank Best and Jim
ing’s fixin' to kill you. Mamme's
sick, an' I went to the comp'ny storeto
ﬁ: some medicine. When I passed
blacksmith shop I heard your name
. I stopped and listened. Jim
. he saad : *All right, boys. Tl
sot fire to his office to-might, snd we
kin git the drap on im termorrow ef
he ‘mnustes anything erbout it."™
“The constable lives two miles from
here,” I said .H_Y nearest
are of the Hank mdr-lllm h!:: 'i'o:
home, Ella, and stay here an
ﬁ Jim set fire to the Border Bentinel
office.”
“No, no,” she pleaded; “if you stay

amatoh. 1

mine and my pistol drop

hand. My arm was broken. Simul-
taneous with this came a report from
behind me, which was answered witha
groan from the wood. Then all was
still.

The next and last issue of the Sen-
tinel contained the report of the Coro-
ner's jury. It showad that I killed Jim
Gosling, and that Ella had put a bal-
let through Hank Best's knee. Hank's
wound k¢pt him from running way,
but it did not keep him from i
into the penitentiary. Ella and I ran
into matrimony.

“Cases” in town are better than a
proprietorship in the country, although
the incidents of the latier are mnch
more exciting. But the chance of getting
| even half as good a wife as Ella is
enough to make a fellow take an army
press, a barrel of long primer, and
start to Oklahoma.

The Couscientions Broker,

I heard & very clever story en a
prominent broker s few days ago—a
man whose name I am not at liberty to
disenss, thongh T may say that he is
well known as a picture buyer. This
broker had some mining stock which
he bad long regarded as worthless, and
one day when he found an opportunit
to get rid of it at a pretty fair consid-
eration, he was very happy. That very
night, however, after he went home, he
received a felegram announcing that
this mine, of which he had sold the
stock, had developed a lead of extraor-
dinary richness. An hour afterward
the purchaser of the stock received a
telegram from the broker, who desired
to see him immedistely upon & subjest
of great importance. ‘The buyer called
and was told by the servant that the
broker was very ill and could not be
seen.

“But I mnust see him:I have bean
sent for by him not half an hour ago.®

The servant went upstairs =and
brought back word that the visitor
might go ap.

The broker was in bed, moaning with
ain. The lights were turned low,
When the visitor entered the broker

began :

“My dear Jones, I have had to-day
snother of the dreadful attacks I gm
subject to, and I am afraid this last
one is going to ‘do me np." I sent for
yon to confess that I have taken ad-
vantage of you in n business transact-
ion, and [ want to make reparation be-
fore I die. That mining stock I sold
vou to-day was really worthless, and it
tronbles me that I took advantage of
you.”

“Oh, nonsense: that is all right. I
didn't pay you much forit and I can
easily sell it to somebody else,”

“No, that will not do. I want to
take it back and pay you back your
money. I can't restuntil T have made
this right.”

“Oh, well if yon feel that way, of
eourse I will give yon it back.”

“Very well, and while I am able to
sign a check I will prepare one, and, in
the meanwhile, you cau bring back the
stock.”

The visitor went home, got the stock,
and returning it, received the check
which the now utterly exhansted brok-
er had filled out for him. He went
away musing upon the vicissitudes of
hnman life and filled with profonnd
sympathy for the sorrowing family of
the rapidly sinking broker.

And the broker? The moment his
customer was out of the house he leap-
ed out of bed and gleefully danced
around the room in o manner that
would have aroused the envy of Car-
menecita could she have seen it. But
the customer, next dsy, when he learn-
ed of the rise in the value of the stock,
metaphorically kicked himsell for his
stupidity in beinq taken in by a brok-
er's “conscience.” —Minneapolis Trib-
une.

Found Wanting,

If a servant obeys orders as faras he
can, and does his work correctly as far
as he goes, what more can be expected ?
And yet the result is not always satis-
factory, even to reasonable employers,

The Boston Courier has a story of &
woman who own s very large and hand-
some dog, of which she is very fond,
and perhaps a little proud. The other
day she sent him out to the stable to
be weighed, confiding the o tion to
a new servant, who loo! upon the
powerfnl animal with considerable awe,
;};& apparetly with some real affee-

n.

The man was gone s surprisingl
long time, but at last reappeared, mz
announced that the dog weighed one
hundred and twenty pounds.

“One hundred and {wenty pounds!™
repeated the lady. *Are youn sure you
weighed him right? He must weigh
more than that.”

“Oh, yes, marm; sure an’ I weighed
him right, but I con!d't get him an
the scales.”

Practical.
According to the philosophers every-
thing has two nses, s lower and s
higher. Some very common
find this out for themselves, so

parish in East London-over-the-border

Monday evening's rehearsal, to be sung
on the following Sundsy. Sundsy

morning came.
A T g
you hsven't new

tune, for we depend mnch on you*
“Naw, mum, not 3 bit. I've been s
skeering the crows with it all the

ed.
The daughter of the rector of = |han
taught the choir boys & new tune at a | that

Pravers for sn

..

Purrin’ a patebed dime in the colles-
tion box is hxa
to heaven.

Sove a la Jay Gould—take o littls
stock, six times ss much water, and
then put in the lamb.

TEACHER — “ ‘Anonymous’ menns
‘without & name.! Give sn exsmple,
Miss Grigge.” Miss Griggs—“My baby
sister is aponymons.”

Loaren — How are yon? Jush
thought I'd drop in a while to kill
time. Busy Man—Well, we don’t wané
any of our time killed.

Brows—How time flies. Jenking—I
:ln’m n’;; SWare ;f its speedy

.—Then you have not a note to .
J,—No; [hold yours. e

Broopsoop—Silby always reminds
me of & breeze that comes before m
summer's rainstorm. Travis—Why?
“Becanse,” answered Bloodgood, *
ia so fresh."”

“Tms is a little late for you to be ouf,
isn't it, Peck? Aren’t you afraid your
wife will miss you?® Afr. N. Peek—I
hope she will. She can fling things
pretty straight, though.

Mgrs, Hoitox (recently married)—
Did you know my husband was very il #
Miss Carrington—1I suppose he must be,
my dear. Before he married you he
told me I had broken his heart,

Visitor—(to bereaved widow)—Your
husband, T nnderstand, was killed in w
factory? Widow—Alas, yea; poor dear
William was reckoned a smart man,
but he didn't know much about fiy-
wheels.

StaTion-mMAsTER—Come, come, my
good man, you mustn’t walk on the
track. Tramp (disgustedly)—The con-
ductor says 1 can't ride, and yon say I
can't walk. What's your blamed old
road here for, anyway ?

Wittie—I wonder why I can't make
my kite fly? Elder sister—Perhaps
the caudal appendage is dispropor-
tionate to the superficinl ares. W
—Idon't think that's it. Ibelieve there
isn't weig bt enough on the tuil.

Mes. SraresMas—Do you know, sir,
that you came home last night in an ut-
terly disgraceful condition ? Mr. States-
man (swallowing about a guart of wa-
ter)—"Woman, do yon know thai the
time of year has arrived when the
country”has to be saved agsin ?

Mns, BxryspoLixt—Josiah, don't
vou think Johnny’s hair needs cntting ?
Mr, Skinntlinté (looking up from his
paper)—How long is it till Christmas?
A little over five weeks, (Resuming
his paper)—All right, I'll give him s
hair-eut for & Christmns present.

A COMPLICATED FUNERAL,
0 bury my arma in desr Mexioo.
And bury my boart in the South,
O bury sy legs in the Slate of Now Tork,
In Georgla pleass byry my toonth.
For 1 hevo beeo marvied st least four
To n;x‘.ﬂ'.'f: “who've laid down their lives,
And now that I'm dead I wish to be
placaed
At the aide of my various wives

Browy—Aud so you have got s first-
rate cook? What paper did you adver-
tisein? Fogg—Didn't advertise in any,
My wife told Mrs. Gray we wanted &
girl, but made her promise not to tell
anybody. “Well?" “Well, we had
the door-bell ringing for &
from morning till night. No less thea
a hundred spplications for the place.™

—_—

“Ah, Mrs. Blackstreet, it's very Incky
I did not meet you at the time t.'!-:!lt pie-
ture was taken.”

“Ab, Doctor, I'm afraid you are &
flatterer. Do you mean lucky for me?™

“Ahem, no, not exactly. i.wky for
me.”

Wanted to Satisly Him.
Prominent Cilizen—Slade of Metro-
;nlihn Hotel has just killed snother

Second Promizent Citizen—Whas
was the feller doin’ to Slade?
“Nuthin' only givin’
Wanted a fire in his room, westher
ﬁ!‘" on tha“ﬂdmr, , towel, hot wa-

, more quilts, and I fergit what
else. An’ Blade shot 'lri.l.'n."“g:I

“Oh, I s'pose Slade reckoned it was
a pity that s faller who wanled
beaven s0 bad shouldn't have it"—
Munsey's Weekly,

He Found a Joh.
“Has your husband found
Mrs. McGarrity "
“He hez thet, mum.
ger.™

work yet,

deal of taste.”

his orders.

climb. -
war, but E‘?hﬁl m!’“ ,_

buyin' s sealper’s tioket £,

eller—tourist from the East som'sres, =

He's & picter

“A pieture hanger? Why, I supposed
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